14                     CONTARINI FLEMING:

I watched her in the dance. Never had she looked
aiore beautiful ; what was worse, never more happy.
Every smile pierced me through. Bach pressure of my
rival's hand touched my brain. I grew sick and dizzy.
It was a terrible effort not to give way to my passion.
But I succeeded, and escaped from the chamber with all its
glaring lights and jarring sounds.

I stopped one moment on the staircase for breath. A
servant came up and asked if I wanted anything. I could
not answer. He asked if I were unwell. I struggled with
my choking voice, and said I was very well. I stfO'le up to
my bed-room. I had no light, but a dim moon just revealed
my bed. I* threw myself upon it, and wished to die.

My forehead was burning hot, my feet were icy cold,
My heart seemed in my throat. I felt quite sick. I could
not speak ; I could not weep ; I could not think. Every-
thing seemed blended in one terrible sensation of desolate
and desolating wretchedness.

Much time perhaps had not elapsed, although it seemed
to me an age, but f aere was a sound in the room, light and
gentle. I looked around; I thought that a shadowy form
passed between me and the window. A feeling of terror
crossed me. I nearly cried out; but as my lips moved, a
warm mouth sealed them with sweetness.

4 Contarini/ said a voice I could not mistake, c are you
unwell ?'

I would not answer.

f Contarini, my love, speak to Christiana !'

But the demon prevailed, and I would not speak.

' Contarini, you are not asleep.'

Still I was silent.

c Contarini, you do not love me/

I would have been silent, but I sighed.

* Contarini, what has happened ? Tell me, tell me,
dearest. Tell your Christiana. Tou know you always
tell her everything.*